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the contemporary world and for such a man as he it must
be possible to reduce all worldly action to the plashing of
water day and night until it became at last, though un-
ceasing, a part of silence wherein the spirit was free. Then
might not all the life of the flesh, its delights and torments
even the plain earning of bread—the going every day to
office or factory, the performance of labour that seemed
to have no heart in it, be recognized as that of which
spiritual sanctuary was the essence, as the necessary con-
dition of it? Not to kill the senses or to hate them, he
thought, but to discover an inviolable ghost in the sensible
body is the highest and most difficult art of the saints.
Solitude would have no meaning if it were not encircled,'
nor peace if it werenot threatened. In the fort, life stood still]
but it was crowded and stagnant—an enforced monasticism
without rule. Here, day after day, I shall live in an en-
closed freedom without need or possibility of escape from
if He felt the excitement and awe of a child who for the
first time recognizes his own individuality and sees him-
self, a solitary and adventurous figure, travelling through
a virgin landscape from birth to death. An indefinite sweep
of seasons rolled ahead of him like a great moorland, un-
mapped, unconfined, a continent of experience; and he
became impatient even of the dusk and eager for the
morning to which the sun would awake him in his bed-
room at the cottage. In the act of waking, he would re-
member that a day of early spring lay before him, the
first of many days not to be counted or distinguished—
an empty day, indivisibly his own, whose very air, quick
but still, would have the quality of meditation; an4 he
would welcome it, and each of its successors, with a silent
cry of the heart as a new gift miraculously given.
In the middle of the upper lake, beyond the shadow of
the tower, he saw again now what his eyes had previously
seen but his mind had not recorded—an eyot thickly
wooded and shaped like a pair of blunt boats lashed gun-
wale to gunwale. Whoever occupied the room in the tower
would learn to know the seasons and the weather by the
changing appearances of the eyot and of the water round

